BLUE CLOUDS IN SUNNY 
Every morning, sunny wakes 
up, a dog with rainy fur anda 
dry tongue. His eyes turn bluer 
and bluer and bluer. His back 
legs shake, more and more. 
His white stomach plumps. 
His breathing sounds like a 
groan. He is ragged, worn, 
traipsing across the old lawn. 
It looks like someone poured 
food coloring in Sunny’s eyes; 
it looks like clouds, swirling in 
him, hazing his vision. He is 
filled to the brim and must go. 


